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order to parade all soldiers in front of his office.
Yang was standing with the others to attention and
looked attentively at the Commandant. Li Yuan-Hung
Deemed very calm but he was pale under his brown-
yellow skin. His fingers twisted the turned down ends
of his moustache. He stared round, almost into the
face of each and every soldier. His officers stood
rigidly behind him, one or the other trembled slightly.
" Soldiers/' Li Yuan-Hung said; he didn't shout,
he spoke slowly and distinctly. "Chinese soldiers,
revolts have broken out in the South. The farmers
are rising. There is unrest in the cities. I received
orders to march against the farmers and suppress their
revolt."

He paused. Now 111 go and shoot at the farmers;
myself, Yang thought. Now I'm going to be as mighty
as the soldiers who killed my father and my brothers.
He looked furtively round. Some of the soldiers looked
darkly and rebellious.

"We are not going to shoot at farmers/' La
Yuan-Hung said, still slowly. Then he began suddenly
to shout: " We are going to march against the
Manchu, this robbing, blood-sucking gang which forces
the peasants to revolt of hunger. This is mutiny ?
May be. It is revolution. Down with the Manchu.
Long live the new democratic China. Long live the
National Party. Long live our leader and organizer,
Sun Yat Sen,"

The officers presented swords and saluted. The
soldiers stared at them. Yang had never heard of a
thing called National Party or a man called Sun Yat
Sen, But Li Yuan-Hung was Commandant, he would
know. What were they going to do now ?